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UNDER 
the SAND- 



Six hundred miles of devour- 
ing red desert lay between 
them and the nearest city — 
and the bust of a long-dead 
Martian smiled with the knowl- 
edge that could get them there ! 

By OLIVER E. SAARI 

CHAPTER ONE 
You Can't Swim in Sand! 

FRED WELLS sighed. A pair of 
firm hands were passing over his 
body, swiftly and efficiently. They- 
slid along his limbs, fondled his collar 
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bone, and passed on into the regions of 
his lower ribs. 

"That's far enough," he muttered, try- 
ing to get up on elbow, opening his eyes. 

He saw a face — a face that was made 
of furrowed leather and white bristle — a 
face that was as dry as the desert itself, 
and as old. The eyes squinted down at 
him in quiet approval. 

"You've got luck, son," said the face. 
"You can thank old Mars' gravity for 
that. Not a bone broken." 

"That's a lie," Fred grinned. "If my 
skull isn't cracked yet it's going to burst !" 

Gingerly he smoothed his black hair 
over the sizable lump in the back of his 
head. The hair stuck to his fingers, pasted 
with warm blood. The metal floor was 
hard under him, slanting sharply down 
like the deck of a sinking ship. 

That was it — a sinking ship ! Fred lift- 
ed his throbbing head and was helped to a 
sitting position by a pair of strong, coarse 
hands. 

The wrecked cabin was clearing in his 
vision. There was the radio unit, a shat- 
tered mass of glass and wire beside an in- 
strument panel that was creased in the 
center like a piece of cardboard. A shat- 
ter-proof port was reamed with a thousand 
cracks, and a ragged rim of shorn rivets 
and torn insulation bordered a hole 
through which red sand was seeping. 

Fred watched that sand and forgot the 
ache in hisjiead. Like a dry liquid the 
brick-red stuff poured in through the 
crack in the hull, spreading out in a 
widening puddle on the floor. Fred sud- 
denly knew what it meant. 

"We're washed up," he breathed. 
"Down in the middle of Schonning Sea!" 

"Easy, son, we're still floatin'," drawled 
the man with the grizzled face. 

He was a study in calmness, standing 
there on the slanting deck like an immov- 
able rock. His sand-beaten face and 
stocky, powerful figure told of hard 
strength. Back at Marsol they called Jeff 



half Martian and half devil. A Martian 
desert rat. 

Fred, however, couldn't share the oth- 
er's calmness. He eyed the brick-red sand 
that was pouring into the plane's cabin. 
It bubbled up like a thick syrup but it 
was — dry. 

"We're still floating," Fred repeated, 
"but for how long?" 

He'd been at the plane's controls, should 
have kept her nose up. All he knew was 
that something had yanked it down. He 
could remember the nauseous whirling of 
the plane . . . the uprushing table of sand 
. . . and then darkness. They'd cracked 
up in the great Sand Ocean of Mars — the 
vast desert that covered nearly half the 
planet's surface. 

Sand. 

Sand that was like no other sand known 
to man. It was light and slippery and it 
flowed like water. A man could sink in it 
of his own weight and never leave a trace. 
Men had sunk into it — and planes. 

"It was my fault," Fred said bitterly. 
"I shouldn't have flown her so low. Not 
used to this Martian air — maybe a gust 
of wind blew us — " 

"It was no current of air we hit," said 
a voice from the back of the cabin. 

Fred turned. For a moment he had for- 
gotten there was a third. 

He was sitting in one of the leather- 
cushioned seats, a tall thin man with an 
unruly mop of dirty gray hair ; with gold 
rimmed spectacles perched on his nose. 
His appearance had changed somehow. 
It was the spectacles : there was no glass 
in them. The professor's near-sighted 
eyes squinted through empty rims. 

"What do you mean, no air current?" 
Fred demanded. 

"This. Watch." 

With a dramatic flourish the Professor 
removed the empty rims from his nose. 
He swung them toward a steel brace, left 
them sticking there. 

"Not magic — magnetism!" he an- 
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nounced. "We are perched on top of a 
powerful magnet. Probably a vast deposit 
of lodestone — magnetic oxide of iron — 
somewhere under the sand." 

"You mean to say we were yanked out 
of the sky by a — a magnet? A natural 
magnet?" Fred marveled. "That's why 
the controls — " 

TTE PAUSED when he sensed some- 
thing climbing on his foot, lapping 
softly at his shoe. The sand! It was 
spreading on the floor, creeping up. The 
plane was going down, nose down — like a 
plane in the middle of the Atlantic would 
have gone. But here the end was slower 
and surer. You couldn't swim in sand! 
Fifty million miles from Earth, six hun- 
dred miles from Marsol — and they'd go 
clear to the bottom, if there was a bottom. 
Fred looked for Jeff. He'd lived his 
life on the rim of this desert; he'd know 
what to do. Through the whirling dust 
particles his foot had set up Fred could 
see Jeff's powerful form, suddenly moving. 
"Give a hand," came Jeff's voice. "We 
gotta break out the sled before the door's 
covered up." "*' . 

The sled! It was in the back of the 
plane, an electric-powered toboggan that 
could travel on the sand like a surf-board, 
staying afloat by momentum alone. 

Madly Fred clambered up the sloping 
floor, pulled hastily at knots which held the 
sled while Jeff slashed at leather thongs 
with a knife. Finally the sled was free of 
its trappings, sliding down the slope of the 
floor, raising a cloud of dust at the nose of 
the ship. The sand there was two feet 
deep now. The big sled, with its sand- 
wheel propeller, electric motor, and bat- 
teries was a bulky thing, heavy even in 
Mars-gravity. Fred pulled at it, wedging 
his foot against a brace, while Jeff fought 
against internal air pressure to jerk open 
the door. 

"Wait," said the Professor, putting out 
a restraining hand. 



Fred wheeled on him. 

"You fool!" he yelled. "Can't you see 
we're sinking in this damned sand ? Come 
on — help!" 

"We are not sinking. Look." 

Fred gouged some of the stinging dust 
from his eyes and looked. The Professor 
was pointing toward the nose of the ship. 
The red sand rippled gently over the 
pilot's seat, lapped at the instrument 
board. Three feet deep. But was it rising ? 
It half-covered a fuel dial, but did not 
climb over it. 

Jeff, too, was staring at the sand, his 
body bent in frozen action. He was puz- 
zled, looking to the Professor for verifica- 
tion of his senses. The sand ocean was 
bottomless ; yet the plane sank no further. 
Why? 

"We've hit bottom," said the Professor 
logically. "Bottom, four feet down." 

Fred sank limply in one of the 'chairs. 
A crack in the skull, death, and a miracle 
all in a row were too much. He had to 
take a breath. 

But breathing was hard. Even after the 
dust had settled with strange swiftness, 
Fred found his lungs laboriftg, sucking at 
a vanishing atmosphere. A numbing chill 
had entered the cabin. It was the open 
door, of course: their precious oxygen 
was going out into the semi-vacuum of the 
Martian desert. It had been seeping out 
all along through the crack in the hull, 
but not as fast. 

Out there was only an endless expanse 
of dry quicksand, a tiny, heatless sun, and 
a cold blue-black sky. Air at atmosphere 
pressure — and just as cold. 

CHAPTER TWO 
The 'Weeds 



"TV7HAT do you suppose we've hit?" 
" asked Jeff of the Professor, slam- 
ming the door in the face of the Martian 
landscape. 
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"The magnetic mountain, probably. The 
ship seems to be propped up on her nose 
and landing gear on something pretty solid 
under the sand." 

"Probably just the thing you were look- 
ing for," grunted Jeff. "Maybe it reached 
up and slapped us in the face." 

Fred saw the Professor stiffen up, the 
mild eyes suddenly snapping under the 
broken spectacles, an eager, thoughtful, 
hungry look transforming his slipshod 
features. 

What kind of a nut, Fred wondered, 
would sit idly by in the face of death, and 
then leap up at the prospect of — of — what 
was it he hoped to find, anyway? Fred 
hadn't cared much when they'd started 
out from Marsol. 

He'd come along hoping to find new 
adventure, but he hadn't thought it would 
be like this. 

Fred was recently of Earth. He'd come 
to Mars because he was bored with money, 
bored with security, bored with dollars 
and uncles and sea-going yachts. Mars 
was still a frontier. Marsol, the larger of 
two Earth's outposts, was an odd little 
city of domes and strange men. Miners, 
digging for the strangely abundant pitch- 
blende in the cliffs, scientists, mapping, 
cataloguing, prying . . . and a few close- 
mouthed ones like Jeff who just liked the 
bleak cliffs and the desert and lived there 
for the hell of ■ it. Fred couldn't figure 
them out. 

"No — no," the Professor was saying, 
pulling at his chin. "Why shouldn't there 
be a natural lodestone deposit under the 
sand ? We've seen nothing to indicate any- 
thing else." 

The old boy was getting cautious now, 
Fred thought, but he couldn't hide the 
gleam in his eye. They called him the 
"Professor" back in Marsol, though no 
one seemed to know if he'd ever rightfully 
held such a title. He was just a near- 
sighted old man who knew more about 
ancient Martian civilizations than he 



knew about Earth. He'd been the first 
and only Earthman to understand those 
time-worn symbols carved in the rock of 
the basalt mountains — those ancient Mar- 
tian writings that were the only sign of a 
lost civilization. There were no ruined 
cities, no tombs — only those mysterious 
symbols carved deep in many an ancient 
rocky wall. 

The Professor had read something in 
them that he wouldn't tell anyone. Not 
even the Institute or Foundation back on 
Earth that was still waiting patiently for 
a report from him. For years he'd been 
trying to get a rocket plane, to get some- 
one to take him far out over the sand 
ocean. 

And then Fred Wells had come from 
Earth and listened. His imagination fired 
by the old man's enthusiasm, he'd bought 
the plane. Money was nothing. But now 
that they were out here, mired in an in- 
credible sea of dry quicksand, Fred was 
beginning to wonder what it was all about. 

"You're right, Jeff," the professor sud- 
denly said, breaking Fred's train of 
thought. "There is something funny going 
on out there. Ever see that many 'weeds 
all in one place?" 

Jeff whistled. Fred looked out through 
the cracked port and saw — movement out 
on the sand. The cracked glass distorted 
vision but he could make out large shad- 
owy shapes, stirring aimlessly like wind- 
blown things. 

"What in—" Fred started to ask. 

'"Weeds," explained Jeff. "Most 
prominent form of Martian fauna. If 
you're lucky, you see about one every 
year. They just let the wind blow them all 
over the desert — can't stop moving." 

"We must be lucky then," Fred said 
drily. "If there's one out there there's a 
hundred. " 

"That's quite a crowd," agreed the 
Professor. " Mars hasn't been very prolific 
as far as life's concerned. The 'weeds and 
the sandburners and a few lichens up in 
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the rocks are about all you'd find. But 
come on, let's take a look outside!" 

Jeff was breaking out the Mars-suits, 
garments of heat-retaining insulux that 
left not a portion of the body uncovered. 
Pressure tank and oxy-cone to furnish 
breathable air completed the ensemble. 

Air soughed past the rubber-lined door 
as Jeff pulled it open. Outside were the 
sand and the sky — and the 'weeds. 

Fred could imagine how an ordinary 
prairie tumbleweed, magnified six or sev- 
en diameters, might look a lot like these 
Martian creatures. Great, frail-looking 
entanglements of stick-like bones they 
were, rolling lightly on the smooth sand 
at the mercy of the wind. But they weren't 
plants. The thin bones were covered with 
skin and soft antler-down ; and at the cen- 
ter of each ten-foot ball was a solid mass, 
a nucleus with two heavy-rimmed eyes, a 
thin beak of a nose, and a hopeless little 
mouth — all somehow resembling a tadpole 
with a human face. 

"Damned if they don't look like my 
great-uncle," Fred breathed. "Those eyes 
give me the creeps." 

"Those are the 'weeds," explained the 
Professor, his voice sounding hollow and 
far-off. "Semi-intelligent — they even have 
a language of sorts. Harmless, though; 
and what's better, they eat the sandburn- 
ers. 

Fred was about to ask what the burners 
were when one of the 'weeds suddenly 
rolled toward them. It moved by a yield- 
ing motion of the jointed members. A 
stray gust of wind caught it, threw it 
against a wing of the plane. There was a 
rattle like the breaking of twigs. The 
thing let out a plaintive high-pitched 
squeal and rolled on. 

"Odd," the Professor commented. 

JEFF nodded. Suddenly he pointed, on 
past the 'weeds, out toward the desert. 
"Look there, a couple of hundred feet. 
See anything ?" 



The Professor blinked and squinted 
through the empty rims he still had on 
under the insulux visor, but shook his 
head. But Fred followed Jeff's gaze and 
thought he could see something. The 
'weeds hid it from view most of the time, 
but there was something out there in the 
sand, glinting in the rays of the tiny sun. 

"It's Mars metal," muttered Jeff, his 
sharp desert-trained eyes distinguishing 
what the others couldn't see. "We've 
found a little of it out in the hills — just 
scraps. But this is a low dome of the 
stuff." 

"That's it! That's it!" cried the Pro- 
fessor, still squinting, trying desperately 
to see. 

Fred saw it now. He didn't know just 
what a metal dome in the middle of the 
Sand Ocean could signify, but it was 
something unknown to man, something 
guessed at only by the Professor. 

The Professor had quit trying to see the 
dome. He was in the back of the cabin, 
pulling out what looked like sheets of 
aluminum. Sand skis. Fred remembered 
buying them and hoping he'd never have 
to use them. They were seven feet long 
and a foot wide, light and thin, curved up 
and pointed at the front. 

"Watch out for the 'weeds," suggested 
Jeff. "You get tangled up in one of them 
and you're bogged down good." 

The Professor only grunted. He had 
the skis on now and was reaching for the 
drum-tipped poles. 

"Where?" he wanted to know. 

Jeff pointed toward the dome, and the 
Professor was off. He was a weird sight, 
a thin man with an oxy-cone transforming 
his features, skiing furiously to keep afloat. 
The skis slid on the sand like butter on a 
skillet ; and the wide, round drums on the 
ends of the poles seemed to help a lot. The 
Professor warded off a rolling 'weed with 
a swing of his pole and went on toward 
the dome. 

(Contimud on page 114) 
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UNDER THE SAND-SEAS 

(Continued from page 112) 

"Why couldn't he use the sled?" asked 
Fred of Jeff. 

"We're six hundred miles from Mar- 
sol," Jeff pointed out. "The batteries in 
the sled are good for three hundred. 
Wouldn't want to waste them, would 
you?" 

"Then how in — how're we going to get 
back to the base?" Fred wondered. 

Jeff moved his hands like a man skiing. 

Fred understood. But there was one 
thing he'd have liked to ask : could a man 
ski three hundred miles without stopping? 

/~\UT on the sand the Professor had 
^-^ pushed a hole in the circle of 'weeds 
and had reached the metal dome. He'd 
thrown off the skis and was pawing ex- 
citedly at the metal. Suddenly he rose, 
hopped to a different place, and scratched 
away again. 

"He'd better be careful or he's likely to 
fall off," Fred commented. 

"Maybe we ought to go look after him," 
agreed Jeff. 

To strap on the skis was the work of a 
moment. All too soon it seemed to Fred 
they were outside, gliding across the sand. 

The sheer vastness of this Martian des- 
ert hit Fred like a blow. The horizon alone 
was near, a smooth unbroken rim of sand ; 
and it left the world a tiny island in 
boundless space. In the blue-black dome 
of sky the sharp flecks of starlight shone, 
though sunset was an hour off. The air 
was thin and cold. 

Ahead of him Jeff was steering expertly 
toward the dome, dodging carefully 
through the stirring circle of 'weeds. 

"Hey, wait for me!" cried Fred, and 
the words bounced off his oxy-cone. Jeff 
didn't hear them. 

Damn vacuum, Fred muttered to him- 
self and concentrated on his skiing. It was 
well that he did, for just then a 'weed 
bounced lightly off the sand and fell on 



him. It seemed to have little weight, but 
it threw him off balance. He swung at it 
with one of his poles and saw his mistake 
when a ski dipped under sand. No two 
ways about it — he had to keep moving ! 

Fred planted his pole in the sand and 
wrenched at the ski. It came loose, reluc- 
tantly. Head low, he lunged ahead into 
the tangle of 'weeds. The brittle popping 
of stick-like bones and the high-pitched 
wailing of the creatures dinned in his ears. 
They were incredibly flimsy ; yet they had 
an odd resilience, a tangling resistance 
that slowed him down. The skis felt dan- 
gerously sticky. 

Yet he reached the dome, stumbled on 
it. Jeff dragged him to safety. 

"Thanks," gasped Fred. "I thought 
for a minute I wasn't going to make it." 

Jeff wore a puzzled frown. 

"I don't know what's got into the 
things," he said. "They used to duck be- 
hind the horizon if you so much as looked 
at them, but now — " 

"Maybe it's the dome," Fred suggested. 
"Maybe we're trespassing on something 
they consider — sacred ! " 

Jeff had no answer to that one. 

CHAPTER THREE 

"Open Sesame!" 

r PHE dome was about four feet above 
A sand at its highest point and about 
fifteen feet in diameter. It was made of 
metal of a copper color with a suggestion 
of yellow flecks in its grain, but it wasn't 
copper — at least not pure copper. Fred 
found that out when he tried to scratch 
it with one of his ski-buckles. It wouldn't 
scratch, not even faintly. 

Fred turned to the Professor, who was 
squatting on all fours at the very top of 
the dome. 

"What," he' asked, "is this thing sup- 
posed to be?" 

(Continued on page 116) 
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(Continued from page 114) 

"Eh?" The Professor looked up, blink- 
ing. 

"I want to know what it's all about," 
Fred began. "I think I deserve — " 

"Oh, yes indeed," said the Professor. 

He pointed to the metal surface imme- 
diately before him. Fred looked, and saw 
a tiny black thread of a crack outlining a 
circle about five feet in diameter. 

"I've found the door," the Professor 
explained. "If you've got the key, I'd be 
glad to open it up and show you — if there 
was a keyhole." 

Fred knelt down, as did Jeff, to follow 
the Professor's pointing finger. The thin 
crack went all the way around in a per- 
fect circle, and it did seem to<outline,some 
kind of a door-plug in the metal. But 
there was no projecting handle, no key- 
hole, nothing which might be used to open 
it. And the metal itself was old. It had 
been buffed and polished by a sand-laden 
wind for aeons. 

Fred remembered his Arabian Nights 
mythology. 

"Open Sesame," he quoted. "Open — " 

He swallowed the words. Suddenly he 
wished he could have plucked them back 
out of the thin air. 

For that door to the ancient Martian 
crypt was moving. The crack was wide- 
ning, becoming definite. With a faint 
grinding noise the tapered metal plug rose 
slowly from its socket,, rose and left a 
dark ppening leading into the interior. It 
came up on a column of metal like a hy- 
draulic lift, stopped when it had risen 
about four feet. 

"Shades of Ali Baba!" gasped Fred. 
"I only hope we don't run into the forty 
thieves." 

"Nothing alive here," the Professor 
told him. 

The words came from within the dome 
as the Professor poked his head into the 
opening. 



"Then who opened it for us?" Fred 
wanted to know. "Don't tell me thejnagic 
words had anything to do with it !" 

"Not the words, but maybe the thought! 
I suspect the thing was set to open on 
mental command. The writings say that 
when a mind strong enough shall come, 
'the gate shall be opened'." 

"You mean a sort of — thought-electric 
cell?" Fred marveled. "A mechanism set 
off by thought waves ? But who — " 

It was no use to continue; the Profes- 
sor's lean form had disappeared down the 
hole. 

'C'RED kneeled down and peered into the 
hole. In the faint light of the com- 
partment he could make out the Professor, 
groping eagerly about the walls of a little 
room about fifteen feet square and ten 
feet deep. In the center of the room was 
a squat, cylindrical machine from which 
the piston that held the door-plug pro- 
jected. 

The Professor was kneeling down be- 
fore a low dais, on which rested a black 
object. Fred heard him grunt in sur- 
prise. Then the Professor stood up quick- 
ly, lifting the dark object above his head. 
Fred reached down and grasped it. 

The thing was heavy, black, and irregu- 
lar in shape. Fred nearly dropped it when 
he brought it out into the light. 

It was a statue, or rather a bust, for it 
was cast in the likeness of a man's head 
and shoulders. The hard black face was 
finely molded but somehow alien. It was 
not of Earth. The brow was wide, the 
eyes far apart. The nose was Roman and 
the mouth was large, thin-lipped, and 
closed. The bust stood about a foot and 
a half high and was made of shiny black 
stuff that was more metallic than bakelite. 
It weighed about thirty pounds in Mars 
gravity — that would make it about ninety 
pounds on Earth. 

From the shoulders of the bust project- 
ed two bright knobs, their luster un- 
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tarnished by the ages. They seemed put 
there for a purpose, but Fred couldn't 
begin to guess what it was. 

The Professor was writing a short 
novel in his notebook, reading the ancient 
Martian scripture like a book of A-B-C. 

"Atomic power," he muttered. "I knew 
the Old Race had it, but they seem to 
have ..." His voice died out. 

"Seem to have what?" Fred prodded, 
but received no answer. He decided to 
try and emulate Jeff's tactic of quietly 
waiting. 

But Jeff wasn't even interested. He was 
watching the 'weeds, peering off past them 
toward the horizon. 

The 'weeds surrounded the dome in an 
impenetrable tangle now, but they never 
came nearer than thirty feet on any side. 
Their thin, piping squeals could be heard 
faintly through the cold air. 

"They respect this dome all right," 
Fred said. "As long as we — " 

"We've got to get the sled out of the 
plane," Jeff broke in. He nodded toward 
the west, where the sun was setting. 
"There's a sandblast coming up or I don't 
know the signs." 

"Sandblast?" 

"Storm. Got to get the sled and get out 
of here before it breaks. When the sand 
starts flying, you'll never see that plane 
again — or anything else if we're stuck on 
top of this dome." 

Fred strained with his eyes, and thought 
he could make out a faint mistiness on the 
horizon. Night was coming there, racing 
across the sands. And with it, riding a 
mass of heavier, colder air, was the sand- 
storm. 

"If we get the sled and get past those 
'weeds," Jeff said, "we might be able to 
outrun the sandblast. It's been done. Sled's 
good for a hundred fifty per, and I don't 
think the wind can beat that." 

Fred remembered those batteries. Six 
hundred miles to solid land — and the sled 
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was good for three hundred. Jeff wasn't 
mentioning that. 

"Hey ! Sandblast coming," Fred yelled, 
shaking the Professor's shoulder. 

The Professor waved him away with a 
menacing gesture and went on writing. 

"The sooner we start the better, I sup- 
pose," Fred sighed. "We'll pick up the 
Professor on the way back." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Sandblast! 

r PHE 'WEEDS were stirring restlessly 
•*- in their sixty-foot circle as Fred and 
Jeff launched themselves out on the treach- 
erous sand. 

"They can't do you much harm," Jeff 
said. "But don't let them trip you. We 
don't know just how far the bottom is 
here." 

"I won't try to find out," Fred assured 
him. 

Jeff was ahead, maneuvering skillfully 
on the wide aluminum skis, dodging one 
'weed after another. A ten-foot wall of 
woven sticks, studded with gargoyle eyes 
in little furry bodies, they closed in. One 
of them knocked Fred off balance. Little 
three-fingered hands clutched at him. He 
fought them off, smashing his fist through 
the creature. The thing's squeal hurt him, 
but there wasn't time for argument or un- 
derstanding. 

More of the creatures were moving to- 
ward him now, rolling ahead on the little 
hands that clawed at the sand and pulled 
them on. His skis were strangely heavy, 
dragging. He planted his poles in the 
sand and pushed, but they slid back sud- 
denly in a cloud of dust even as two more 
of the 'weeds hit him. 

Fred never knew how it happened, but 
the horizon tilted crazily, the sand flew 
in his face, and he was down in the sand ! 
The skis stuck straight down, immobiliz- 
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ing his feet. The 'weeds piped triumphant- 
ly, piling on him in layers. 

"Damn!" cried Fred, swinging a -last 
blow at the weird attackers. 

His fist sank into the soft sand and 
•tuck there. He tore it loose, only to find 
that his other hand had sunk deeper. 

"Jeff!" screamed Fred. "Jeff, for God's 
sake get me out of this!" 

But Jeff couldn't do anything. The 
'weeds would trip him too, if they hadn't 
got him already. 

Fred tore his hands loose again and 
wrenched himself to a sitting position, 
The skis were useless now. He groped for 
llis foot under the sand, unstrapped the 
skis, let them slide into the depths. 

He half-crawled, half-swam toward the 
plane, carrying bodily the 'weeds that 
still pressed him down. But when the 
sand came up to his waist his progress 
stopped. Out there, a hundred feet away, 
Jeff was standing in the doorway of the 
plane, yelling something. Good old Jeff 
— he'd made it ! Nothing Jeff could do for 
him, though ; the 'weeds were too thick. 

When the sand reached his armpits, 
Fred reached up and took a death-grip on 
the framework of the nearest 'weed. May- 
be the damn thing would hold him up — or 
he^l take it down with him! Or maybe 
the sand here was no deeper than it was 
by the plane. Fred concentrated on that 
thought, though he couldn't help thinking 
of how those seven-foot skis had gone 
lengthwise out of sight. 

Then he felt the wind. He wasn't under 
sand after all. The red mist before his 
eyes was dust — dust backed by a fifty-mile 
gale. A force pulled on the 'weed he was 
holding, almost jerked it loose. The sand- 
blast was coming ! 

It was only a short, preliminary gust. 
When it died, the dust dropped swiftly 
in the thin air, leaving Fred's vision sud- 
denly clear. The 'weeds were gone. Of 
the number that had been piled on top of 
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him only one remained: the one he was 
holding. Its eyes stared owlishly at him, 
almost pleading. 

Fred knew what had happened. These 
creatures were built for travel — and when 
the wind rose they couldn't help them- 
selves ! 

Again the dust swirled up, swept by a 
giant broom from the west. The 'weed 
he was holding screamed as the wind tore 
at it. If he could hang on long enough — 

There was a brittle pop and it van- 
ished. Cursing,-Fred threw the fragment 
of stick-like bone after it. 

HPHE wind still blew, and Fred felt the 
pressure of the sand coming up past 
his oxy-cone. Then something loomed out 
of the dust before him — something dark 
and solid. It was Jeff, on skis! Jaw set, 
eyes squinting, Jeff was forging toward 
him, fighting every inch of the way. Fred 
ripped his arms loose from the sand again, 
waved them, shouted hoarsely into the 
wind. But he couldn't see any more — the 
sand was up over his visor. 

From far away came Jeff's voice, "... 
rope ... tie it. . ." 

Fred felt it, looped around one of his 
arms. He groped for it blindly with both 
hands, tightened his fingers around it. 

The rope suddenly tightened in Fred's 
grasp, almost pulled loose. The pull was 
steady but he didn't seem to move. God 
knew how far down he was ! 

Eventually the sand gave. Fred thanked 
his lucky asteroids for the light Mars 
gravity; on Earth Jeff could never have 
pulled him against the suction of the sand. 

The wind was slacking again when he 
broke the surface. The plane was only a 
few yards off, tilted a little more but still 
above sand. In the doorway stood Jeff, 
his powerful legs braced, his body arched 
in effort. Foot by foot he pulled in the 
rope, dragging in Fred's Mars-suited 
body more easily now. 
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Jeff helped him climb into the plane. 
Fred sank in one of the leather-cushioned 
seats, shaking a little from his narrow 
escape. "Thanks," he said simply. 

Outside the wind howled jeeringly. 

"One more trip like that, son," drawled 
Jeff, breathing heavily, "and you're a good 
Martian for certain. " 

"If the wind hadn't blown those 'weeds 
away — " 

"You wouldn't be much worse off," 
Jeff finished for him. "Don't forget the 
sandblast." 

Fred hadn't forgotten. The howling of 
the wind and rocking of the plane were 
good reminders. 

With much heaving and tugging they 
got the heavy sled propped up in the 
doorway, ready for launching. Jeff threw 
a bundle of narrow cylinders on a rack 
in the streamlined prow. 

"Oxygen' tanks," he said. "Better 
change yours now." 

Fred did so without comment. The sled 
was about eight feet long, with four seat 
pads and six-inch rails along the sides 
for holding on. It had a bullet-nosed wind- 
shield at the front, and tapered back to 
the driving mechanism with its electric 
motor, batteries, and sandwheel in back. 
"We're going to outrun the sandblast," 
Jeff said. "It'll be traveling west, toward 
the daylight side. We'll run west along 
with it and ahead of it." 

"But Marsol is to the south," Fred 
pointed out. 

"You can't run cross-wind to a sand- 
blast. Besides, we'd never reach Mar- 
sol." 
"Then where—" 

"Mountain range, somewhere west. 
There is one, but how far, I don't know 
— come on!" 

The plane gave a sickening lurch, 
teetered a second on a wing-tip, and then 
settled back. 
They shoved the sled out on the sand, 
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Fred taking a seat at the front. Jeff threw 
in the power and the sled accelerated 
smoothly, the wheel throwing a fan of sand 
in back. The motor had to be a quick 
and positive starter — that was one reason 
for using electric motors on the sleds. 

With a grating noise they grounded on 
the dome, scarcely visible now in the 
darkness. The Professor was huddled be- 
hind the raised piston of the door-plug. 
He saw the sled and pushed toward it. 
leaning into the wind. 

"Can't close the door!" he was yelling. 
"Filling with sand ... all covered with 
sand. 

"Get in!" cried Jeff. 

Somehow they got the sled launched 
again. The wind pushed with them now, 
adding to their momentum. The sled 
hissed ahead like a meteor streak. 

They were safe — for two or three hours. 

CHAPTER FIVE 
Atomic Power 

rpHE professor was talking, almost to 
•*■ himself. Fred looked back at him. 

"I tell you we've found the secret of 
atomic power," the Professor was saying. 

"What's that?" cried Fred, startled, 
when the meaning of the words penetrated 
into his consciousness. 

The Professor leaned forward. 

"Listen!" he said. "The ancient Mar- 
tians had atomic power. I knew that long 
before we found the dome. The writings 
on the cliffs told of a place, a tomb, where 
the greatest treasure of Mars was buried. 
We found the tomb — the dome! And in- 
side was the secret, the heritage left by 
the Old Race of Mars to any thinking 
being who wished to claim it." 

"The statue and the writing on the 
metal tablets. You mean — " 

"The writings explain a lot of things 
and outline the working principle of the 
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machine. The statue itself is a likeness 
of Tarum, theJast great scientist of Mars. 
But inside it is a working model of an 
atomic power generator!" 

"You mean to say that the old Mar- 
tians set up the dome and even the writ- 
ings on the cliffs, just to lead us to that?" 

"Exactly," the Professor nodded. "Even 
the magnetic mountain that wrecked us is 
artificial — magnetized somehow to help 
us locate the dome on top of it." 

"They overdid it," Fred said. "But why 
did they care? Why did they want us to 
find the dome?" 

"They didn't care. All this was Tarum 's 
own idea. You see, he himself had in- 
vented the atomic power machine and was 
justly very proud of it. He saw the end 
coming, and deemed it a pity that such a 
wonderful machine and its inventor should 
vanish simply because of— what happened. 
So he set up the dome and all the clues 
for finding it, so Jhat even if visitors 
came a million years in the future, they'd 
still eventually run across it. It was pure- 
ly personal pride, I suppose, that made 
him clothe his model in his own likeness. 

"I've read only a part of Tarum's mes- 
sage," the Professor said, "but I think 
the machine involves some new way of 
speeding up neutrons — beyond anything 
they've been able to do with electrical 
fields back on Earth. The neutrons at 
high velocity collide with the nuclei of 
atoms, attach themselves, and beta rays 
— electrons — are given off. 

"But Tarum's super-speeded neutrons 
step an element up into an isotope that 
throws off alpha particles as well — and 
fast. That means a complete disintegra- 
tion of the element. Atomic power!" 

"But you can't use those rays," Fred 
pointed out. "You'd have nothing but an 
artificial 'radium', only a lot more dan- 
gerous." 

"Tarum's machine somehow changes 
them to electrical energy. This particular 
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credit. Just see your friends and neighbors 
with my thrilling values and Premium Offers, 
amazing lc Sales, and other Bargain Spec- 
ials. 

SEND NO MONEYI 
Just write today— now — and say you want to 
make money for yourself with Zanol Food 
and Household Products. That's all! Get 
my big assortment of $6.00 worth of actual 
full size products FREE I Send no money 
But write me TODAY. 
ZANOL, 3628 Monmouth, Cincinnati, 0. 
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OUR FAMOUS 
LOVELIGHT and LOVEBOND 



ONLY 

$ |oo 

FOR ONE 





BOTH FOR 

$12 

'/, KARAT (Approximate) IMITATION 

DIAMOND RINGS 

MOUNTINGS IN 1-30 14 KARAT 
YELLOW GOLD or STERLING SILVER 

SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman $1.00 ONLY if 
for one, or $1.69 if for both, plus small postage 
charge, or enclose money with order and we will 
pay postage: State if Gold or Silver, giving size I 
RINGS are of the finest craftsmanship. Every jewel 
hand set and imported, and U. S. Gov't, duty has 
been paid. These are America's greatest imitations. 

10 -DAY FREE TRIAL 

Wear ring 10 days. IT for any reason you are dissatisfied, 
return rings and your money will be refunded by return 
mail. Greatest sale in our hlstorv. RUSH ORDER. Limited 
quantity. MAIL COUPON NOW! 



THE DIAM-O-GEM CO. 
303 Fifth Ave., Dept. S. New York City 
Gentlemen: 
Kindly send the following Ring or Rings: 

( ) LOVELIGHT ( ) LOVEBOND 
( ) Gold ( ) Silver < ) Size 
NAME 

ADDRESS '. 

CITY STATE 
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sight. 4,080 people are 
disabled through sick- 
ness and accident. You 
never know when tragedy strikes. Thm Policy of the Century 
comes to your aid at the time of your most dire need — when you 
Are down, flrm p^a ii y handicapped, unable to care for loved ones. 

THE POLICY OF THE CENTURY 

WILL HELP PAY YOUR BILLS 

The United Insurance Company of Chicago, a 
legal reserve insurance company which has 
paid millions of dollars to policyholders, offers 
you the new "CENTURY/' Policy. This com- 
pany is not an association or assessment com- 
pany. Old, reliable. It Is approved by state 
insurance departments. Be safel Costs only 
91 per month. Just mail coupon. 

INSURES MEN AND WOMEN 

The new "Century" Sickness and Accident 
Policy insures both men and women with the 
benefits shown here, plus many other liberal 
features outlined In the policy. 

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION 
Anyone between 16 and 75 can apply, half 
benefits after age 60. No agent will call. 
OClin Ltn llnllCV Remember you do not 
Ou nU HU MUnC I send one cent — just mail 
the coupon below. Don't delay — do this today I 



*7,500.00 



son ptR *"* fob 

/3SICKNESS 

<nr PIH WECKFOR 

V3 ACCIDENT 

SI A A EMERGENCY 
1UU ALLOWANCE 



1 A PEP MONTH 



MAILCOUPON NOW FOR DETAILS 



NO AGENT ■ 
WILL CALL I 



{UNITED INSURANCE company 

■ ELGIN TOWER, Suit. U-40-F 

■ ELGIN, ILLINOIS 
I Please mall me at once complete Information and how to get the | 
I "Century" Policy for my Free Inspection without obligation. , 
I I 

I Name ... . -- I 

I 

1 Address ..................•...— ' 



PATENT 

YOUR IDEA 



OTHER MEN have read 
and profited by our free 
booka "Patent Protec- 
tion" and "Selline an In- 
vention." Fully explain 
many interesting points 
to inventors and Illustrate important mechanical prin- 
ciples. With books we also send free "Evidence of 
Invention" form. Reasonable fees, deferred paymente, 
forty-three years' experience. Write to : Victor J. Evans & 
Co., Registered Patent Attorneys, 417A, Victor Building, 
Washington, D. C. 



LEARI-WPp 



Piano, Violin, Cornet, Trumpet, Mandolin, 

Guitar, Banjo, Organ, Accordion, Saxophone, 

Clarinet SIMPLIFIED HOME STUDY METHOD— conservatory 

grade. Successfully tried courses for beginners. ATTRACTIVELY 

PRICED — convenient payment plan. Free catalog. If Juvenile, 

parent's signature must accompany inquiry. 

NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC 
Dept. 114-N, IS25 East 53rd St., Chicago, III. 



Free for Asthma 
During Winter 

IF you suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma when it is 
cold and damp; if raw. Wintry winds make you choke as If each 
gasp for breath was the very last; if restful sleep is impossible 
because of the struggle to breathe; if you feel the disease is 
slowly wearing your fife away, don't fail to send at once to the 
Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial of a remarkable method. No 
matter where you live or whether you have any faith in any remedy 
under the Sun, send for this free trial. If you have suffered for a 
life time and tried everything you could learn of without relief; even 
if you are utterly discouraged, do- not abandon hope but send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. Address 
Frontier Asthma Co. *I-H Frontier Bids. 

462 Niagara St. Buffalo, N. .V. 
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SUPER SCIENCE STORIES 

model will burn only element 79 — gold, I 
think. But it's built to dish out millions 
of k.w. hours from a milligram of fuel." 

"Some power," breathed Fred. "But 
what happened to the old Martians ? With 
power as cheap as that they should 
have—" 

"They did," the Professor cut in drily. 
"They proved Tarum's invention to be 
the most powerful and the most destruc- 
tive thing in the universe. They projected 
it like a searchlight — a weapon." 

"Weapon!" Fred gasped. "Why, that 
would start their artificial radio-activity 
in everything — in the air, the soil — " 

"Mars went up in a blaze of glory. 
When it was over, the civilization of Mars 
was buried under the red sand, which 
itself is a product of the disintegration 
You notice nothing like it occurs on Earth. 
It's light — lighter than water — that's why 
you sink in it. Some strange allotropic 
arrangement, no doubt." 

rpHE GENTLE vibration of the sled as 
■^ it tore along the now smooth sand 
was the only sound after that. The Pro- 
fessor didn't say anything. How long, 
Fred wondered vaguely, before the bat- 
teries would be exhausted? 

Suddenly Fred was struck by an idea. 
Electricity ! He swiveled his body to face 
the Professor. 

"You say this — this model atomic ma- 
chine will dish out electric current?" 

"Of course. Tarum — " 

"Damn Tarum," Fred yelled. "Have 
you got any gold?" 

"Gold? You're thinking of using Ta- 
rum's machine to power the sled ? It might 
work if we had gold. I haven't." 

Recklessly Fred zipped open part of his 
Mars-suit and ran his hand through his 
pockets. Razor sharp, the wind was, but 
Fred covered up before any damage was 
done. He had the contents of his pockets 
in his hands ... a silver cigarette case; 
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UNDER THE SAND-SEAS 

an aluminum disc — return ticket to Earth ! 
A few odds and ends, but no gold. Fred 
cursed the luck and tossed them all out in 
the wind. Why weren't gold trinkets in 
style? Even a bit of gold plate would 
have — 

Suddenly he twisted around, pulled the 
Professor closer, and whooped. 

"What's the idea saying you didn't 
have any gold ?" Fred asked him. 

"I haven't," snapped the Professor 
indignantly. 

"Take off those broken specs," Fred 
laughed, though it was too important to 
be funny just then. "They aren't doing 
you any good anyway. But unless I'm 
mistaken, there's enough gold plate on 
them to take us to Earth and back!" 

rpHE BASALT cliffs loomed high 
■*• against the stars and the lights of 
Marsol beckoned brightly only a mile 
away. 

But Fred was still thinking where 
they'd all be if the Professor had thrown 
away his broken spectacles! 

ForTarum's machine had really worked. 
From the thin film of gold plate on the 
Professor's glasses it had generated power 
untold, power enough to drive the sled ten 
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| Prove toYourself You Can 
Learn to Draw 



5 ARTIST 



BY SPARE-TIME TRAINING 

Learn to be an artist through our 

Sractical, proven method— right at 
oi 



proven 
lome in your spare time. Learn 
COMMERCIAL, ABT. DESIGNING. CAJRTOONING all In one 
complete course. Trained artists are capable of earning $30, $50, 
$75 a week. Write for FREE BOOKLET, "Art for Pleasure and 
Profit" — tells all about our method, opportunities in art, and de- 
scribes TWO ARTISTS' OUTFITS included with training. Mail 
postcard today. No obligation. State age. 

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART. Studio 991T 
lUB-lSth Street, N. W. Washington D. C, 
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PUT THIS CHASSIS IN 
.YOlffi PRESENT CABINET 



FOREIGN RECEPTION DIRECT 
Liberal trade-in allowance 
on many new models shown 
I in FREE catalog — from 6 to 
| 18 tobea — tip to $ bands — 
I including automatic record- 
I changing radio phonos . . . 
ome Recorder, etc) ^ 
(User-Agents Warned) 



WTO 
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TRADE-!* 



COMPLETE 

CHASSIS L 
■ M/ITU TUBCSX MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION 

4NttSPEAieER \ DIPT. 
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HOSE 

FOR YOUR 
PERSONAL 
USE SENT 
WITH URGE 
OUTFIT 



JUST NAME :H05f5!2E 



WE'LL PAY YOU 

r40.0DAMontfi Bonus 

FDR EARNING 



$Z5.00aWEEK 

FOR 8 WEEKS WITH BIG OUTFIT 1 

I Just introduce nationally advertised Wllknlt 
I Hosiery. Guaranteed to wear without snags, 
I holes, runs, from 4 to 8 months (depending 
| on quantity) or replaced FREE. Full or pari 

time. No previous experience required. 

Look at these exceptional earning records 

Tor FIRST WEEK. Arthur Sowers. $51,621 

Emma Wall, ?47.87; Hammond Brooks. 

*39.77; Mrs, F. L. Grimes. S32.47 — and 
I dozens of others. Extra hosiery for your 
■ own use sent with big outfit. Rush nam© 

and hose size on penny postal. ACT NOW. 
WILKNIT HOSIERY CO. 

Midway 15-B1 Greenfield, Ohio 



Train for a beginning 
position In S to T 

months— detailar't 
position ($130- 
$225 month) 
la 14 to IS 




raftsmen 

Needed in All Lines 

Architectural • Automotive • Aviation 
Diesel • Electrical • Structural • Mechanical 

The Draftsman is the connecting link be- 
tween the Mechanic and Engineer — earns 
exceptionally good pay — enjoys wonderful op- 
portunities for promotion. Steady work because 
everything built or made starts with drawings. 
Employ men t Service FREE to Students 
Learn quickly at home in spare time. 
No experience or artistic talent need- 
ed. School established 1897. Low tui- 
tion. Monthly payments. Write TO- 
DAY for FREE Bulletin and facta 
about Selective Employment Service. 
No obligation. Address 

American School, Dept. DO- 149, 
Dreael Ave, at 58th St., Chicago, III. 
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Classified 
Advertising 



Aviation 



AVIATION APPRENTICES— Technical Training for 
entering Aviation as Apprentices. Write immediately 
enclosing stamp. Mechanic Universal Aviation Service. 
Wayne County Airport. Dept. U21, Detroit, Michigan. 

Educational 



Correspondence courses and educational books, slightly 
used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. Cash paid tor used courses. Complete 
details and bargain catalog FREE. Write NELSON 
COMPANY;, 600 Sherman, Dept, A-218, Chicago. 

For Inventors 



SUPER SCIENCE STORIES 



INVENTORS :— HAVE YOU a sound, practical Inven- 
tion for sale, patented or unpatented? If so, write Char- 
tered Institute of American Inventors, Dept. 81, wasn- 
ington, D. C. 



Help Wanted Male & Female 



EARN CASH DAILY raising mushrooms in cellar, shed, 
garage. We buy all you raise, instruct you, and furnish 
guaranteed materials. Established 1908. Book FREE. 
United, 8848-T Lincoln Ave., Chicago. 



Inventions Wanted 



CASH FOR INVENTIONS, patented, unpatented. 
Ball, H-9441 Pleasant, Chicago. 



Mr. 

> 



Old Money Wanted — Rare Coins 

WILL PAY $10.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN 
PENNIES I Indianheads $150.00; Dimes $700.00. Cata- 
logue 10c. Federal Coin Exchange, Columbus, Ohio. 

Foreign Banknote and Catalogue 10c. N. Shultz, Salt 
Lake, Utah. __^__^^__ 

Old Gold Wanted 



GOLD $85 OUNCE. Ship old gold teeth, crowng. jewel- 
ry, watches— receive cash by return mail. Satisfaction 
Guaranteed. Free information. Paramount Gold Kenning 
Co., 1600-C Hennepin, Minneapoli s, Minn. 

Patents 



INVENTORS — Time counts. Don't delay. Protect your 
Idea with a Patent. Secure 48 page Patent Guide-Free. 
Preliminary information furnished without obligation. 
Write today. CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN, Registered Patent 
Attorney. 1A26 Adams Buildi ng, Washington, P. O. 

INVENTORS — patent your invention. Secure booklet 
"How to Protect Your Invention". No obligation. Mc- 
Morrow and Berman, Registered Patent Attorneys, 150-B 
Barrister Building, Washington, D. C. 

PATENTS: Low cost. Book and advice free. L. F. 
Randolph, Dept. 673. Washington, D. C. 



Personal 



TROUBLES? WORRIES? Let God help you ! Join -our 
Prayer Band of the Mails I Free information! Box B-48, 
Noroton, Conn. _^_^^__^_^____ 

Photo Finishing 



FREE— ONE ROLL DEVELOPED AND PRINTED 
FREE. Just to get acquainted, we will beautifully de- 
velop and print your first 6 to 16 exposure roll FREE 
plus 5x7 inch enlargement FREE, also sensational, new 
folding folio to frame your prints, all free with this ad. 
(Enclosing 10c for handling and mailing appreciated.) 
DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 1050, Omaha, Nebraska, 
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times around Mars with plenty to spare. 
It had nearly burned out the motor before 
the Professor had found out how to tone 
down the output. 

But Fred had another thought, a dis- 
turbing one. Jeff and the Professor had 
been too long on Mars to wor-ry about it, 
but Fred wanted to go back to a green 
Earth. He had a disquieting vision of the 
slim towers of New York crumbling into 
dust, melting into a red sand ocean. . . . 

The hard black features of Tarum stared 
straight ahead, as if the soul of the long- 
dead scientist were still within them, driv- 
ing the sled toward the base of the cliffs. 
The bright metal poles at the shoulders 
flashed electric blue now and then as 
something jarred Jeff's hasty connections. 

Tarum, who had wished to make him- 

* self immortal, had done well to clothe that 

machine in his image, Fred reflected. But 

somehow he couldn't help wishing that 

they had never found it. 

THE END 



Classified Advertising 

(Continued) 

ROLLS DEVELOPED— 25c coin. Two 5x7 Double 
Weight Professional Enlargements, 8 gloss prints. CLUB 
PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 16, La Crosse, Wis. 

Poems — Songwriters 

Songwriters, Interesting Proposition. Write PARA- 
MOUNT SONG-RECORDING STUDIO, L-53, Box 190, 
Hollywood, Calif. 

POEMS WANTED to be set to music. Free examina- 
tion. Send poems. McNeil, Master of Music, 510-A South 
Alexandria, Los Angeles, Calif. 

WANTED — Poems for musical setting. Submit foi 
consideration. Phonograph transcriptions made. Keenan's 
Studio, PP, Box 2140, Bri dgeport, Conn. 

SONGWRITERS — Submit Original Poems 
FREE BOOK — VARIETY, Salem, Indiana. 



WANTED! ORIGINAL SONG POEMS. 
Brothers, 80 Woods Building, Chicago. 




SONGWRITERS, Write for free booklet, Profit Sharin 
Plan. Allied Songs, Bo x 607, Cincinnati, Ohio, 

SONGS and POEMS wanted. No publications costs. 
RADIO MUSIC COMPANY, Department PP, 6617 Carl- 
ton Way, Hollywood, California. 

SONGS— SONG POEMS WANTED. No charge for 
melodies. Free examination. Hollywood Recording Studios, 
87D4 Preuss Sta., Los A ngeles. 

SEND POEMS FOR MUSICAL SETTING, recordings 
FREE. Prompt placement. Master Melody Makers, $411 
Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood. Calif. 



